
A NEW SONG ON THE EMIGRATION OF THE 



You C 'tholicks all ef Er ins green nation, 

' hope for a momeut th rfiyou w 1 1, at end, 
l®iUntdl l relate the heartrending sla'e, 

:Of the poor distress'd Miuisters of Ireland, 

TheyM be drove from th-ialtomcs & have for to ro m. 

For thei' povrsMd state makes them now Emegrats 
A way lo the salt lakes tliey‘1 have for to frit. 

As their Church is notnore worth a two pcrny bit, 

Now 1 Hunt make it strange ffthey all wont derange'd, 
'When taej see such a c’ ouge mace by Gladstone & Bright, t 
That. trp'ir high Cliroh short d be loft in thelvrch. 

And themselves to Bagdad or else where pul to flight 
Some wi'l sit down &‘ery o hers Me down A die, 

And more will to Beelzebub make the'resir. 

To consull Martin Luther rn the pa«t & the future, 

•"Ot their Church that's not now worth a. two penny bit. 

Now tho»o seeontl hand journey men son! sari p yreachew, 
Some new specuf tiou ihey‘1 have for to try. 

To earn a living its certain the creatures. 

Aw y to the salt lakes they‘1 have for to flv, , 

Th y 1 be route join the mormons & moae the white Quaker® 
While others awa* y lo the Cepsys will flit. 

OansSj ke'tl-s to sell aye or fortunes to tell, 

Sin e thsjr Church is not wor.h a two psnuy bit, 

Sure this great Emegration or extermination, 

From the Iri-h nation wdl sli riiy take place, 

And every white choak-er souper ranter or groper, 

From Dingle to Derry must join in the.chace, 

Each glebe land & mo u nor will come to the haaimer, 
Townsend Street tqe Comb & the Birdsnest to wit, 
Soupkitchen- & all mu-tfali to the wall, 

For the whole is not worth an old two penny b t, 

Now I hear without doubt when ihey are geitiug the res* 
That they ‘1 be serve d out with ole b hies & tracts’ 

And to help their devotion while eras ing the ocean, 

They must baue their pul pets stranp’U tight on their backs 
But tlifiy‘1 be in a fix crossing tne river styx 
Where Carrou the boatman will iuspect their kits,*’ 

And ten chance* to one but th- yf give them a rat,.' 

When he finds they'r rot worth a two penny bit, 

Now a final adeu to all freinds &Trla ions, 

Wdl begivin by this h varig-lieal squad, 

And to every mope who detested the Hope, 

Before they denrrt from the Emerald sod, h 

No hitiger the blonye.l up big belly ‘d pivsons, 

Will preach that papists are ont of their wits, 

Since they got t; is brain blow they mast bundle & go 
As their Onnreh is not worth a two penny bit, 
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